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COUNSELS AND CAUTIONS FOR YOUTH. | 


In a Series of Letiers from a Father to his Son. On personal | 
character, public amusements, company, spending the Sabbath, | 
reading improper books, temptations in business, darger of | 
forming bad habits, errors prevalent in the world. By J. | 
Thornton. Published at James Loring’s Sabbath School Book- 
store, 132 Washington Street, Boston. 

(£x2tract.} 
Wonder not that | am anxious that you should be 
industrious, for this is a point of high moment. 

Fix your times for rising and retiring, and your | 


hours of employment and relaxation, and adhere to | 


them. Diligence and punctuality are of great im- | 
portance, in almost every kind of business. They 
preserve order and harmony, both in the mind, and 
im the management of affairs ; they secure interest, 
credit, and influence with those who have power 
to assist us. Some of the instances I have above 
given may seem less appropriate, because the in- 
dividuals moved in a different sphere ; but the one 
1am about to mention will be directly in point. 
Dr. Franklin, in his memoirs, earnestly inculcates 
industry, that others might know the use of a vir- 
tue, to which he was so largely indebted for his 
own advancement. When he commenced a printer 
at Philadelphia, most people thought he could not 
succeed; but his diligence soon produced a change 
in the general opinion. ‘The industry of that 
Franklin,” said Dr. Baird, ina company where 
this matter was agitated, “ is superior to any thing 
lever saw of the kind. I see him still at work, 
when I go home from the club, and he is at work | 
again before his neighbors are out of bed.” His | 
own account is worthy of being here transcribed, 
As he possessed no capital, he had to begin busi- 
ness with borrowed money. ‘TI began,” says he, 
to pay off by degrees the debt I had contracted ; | 
and to insure my credit and character as a trades- | 
man, I took care not only to be really industrious | 
and frugal, but also to avoid any appearance of the 
contrary. I was plainly dressed, and never seen | 
in any place of public amusement. I never went | 
a fishing g hunting. A book, indeed, enticed me 
sometimes from my work, but it was seldom and | 
by stealth, and occasioned no scandal; and toshew | 
that I did not think myself above my employment, | 
I conveyed home, sometimes in a wheelbarrow, | 
the paper I purchased at the warehouses. I thus 

obtained the reputation of being an industrious 

young man, and very punctual in my payments. 

The merchants who imported articles of stationary, | 








solicited my custom ; others offered to furnish me Jaw, and had been all his life living in rebellion 
| with books, and my little trade went on prosper-| against him. I showed him how just and good 
| ously.” | this law was, and how guilty he was in violating 
| But it is not merely for the sake of rising in the | it. ‘ And yet my friend,” said I, “ there is still 
| world, that lrecommend industry. You have little |one way by which you may save your soul and be- 
| prospect of bearing any resemblance to Franklin }come reconciled unto the God whom you have of- 
lor Arkwright. But those who can never attain af- | fended: Jesus Christ died for sinners: ‘he was 

fluence or brilliance, may be highly respectable | wounded for your transgressions, and bruised for your 
land useful. Epictetus, one of the ancient philoso- | iniquities, and by his stripes you may be healed.’ 
| phers, compares human life to a drama, ‘and man- | Delay no longer to give your heart to this dear 

kind to actors, who have their several parts assign- | Saviour, who was nailed upon the cross for you, 
\ed. The great master stands behind the scenes, | and you shall be saved.” 

and observes every thing that is done, or neglected.| 1 then gave him asmall tract to read, called, “ A 
Some have a short, and some a long part allotted | new tract, or the truth honestly told.” —This he 
them ; some a low, and others ahigh one. It isnot | commenced reading with tears in his eyes. He 
he that acts the highest or most shining part on the | Continued reading it a few moments, and then burst 
stage, that comes off with most credit; but he that | out into these words, while his whole frame SCOMe 
acts his part best, whatever it be. According to jed agitated with emotion—* It is 1; it is 1;” al- 
this representation, the man of indolence incurs | !uding to the impenitent sinner, who is addressed 
decisive condemnation. But a higher authority | in the tract. wi { 

than Epictetus may be here adduced. Christ has; After this, asthe minister did not return, he 
taught us, that talents are bestowed upon all, with took up his hatand left. When the minister came 
| the solemn charge to occupy them til! the day of | home, I told him of the circumstance, and as he 
reckoning arrive. And when the Sovereign of the , Was engaged that afternoon, he asked me to go and 





) 


| very interesting one. 


universe comes, and calls us to give in our account, 
the unprofitable servant, who hides his talent in 
the earth, will be sentenced to outer darkness, 
where there are weeping, and wailing, and gnash- 
ing of teeth. 








NARRATIVE. 


From the Sabbath School Herald. 
STORY OF LITTLE ASA, 

My Dear Carpren:—The story which I 
mean to tell you, ofa little boy named Asa, is a 
I hope that, with God's bles- 
sing, it may make some of you attend to the salva- 
tion of your own souls. It was told to me by a 
pious friend who was himself an eye witness to the 
facts he related. I wasa few months ago, (said 
my friend Mr. R——,) on a visit to B , acom- 
mercial town on the sea coast of Massachusetts. 
In this place, there was a revival of religion, and 
I was assisting the minister to declare to his people 
the gospel of Christ. As I sat in an apartment in 
the minister’s house, early one morning, there came 
to the door a gentleman, who inquired if the min- 
ister was at home. I told him that he was not, 
and asked him to walk in and be seated. This 
he refused to do, saying that he must go; but he 
appeared to linger, as though he was unwillng to 
depart. I again asked him to come in, and he 
again refused.—Still he appeared to linger at the 
door. Looking at him more narrowly, I saw that 
his eyes were filled with tears. T thought that per- 
haps the man was anxious for his soul, and asked 
him if he wished to see the minister for any thing 
particular. He burst into tears and exclaimed, 
“Ob yes, my soul, my soul is lost forever.” On 








| being again urged to enter and converse upon the 


subject of his soul, he complied with the request. 
“* And what,” said I, ‘ my friend, was the cause 
of making you thus anxious for your soul.” ** Oh 


| sir,” he replied, ‘‘ my little son is now at home, 


lying upon his death bed! and it was what he said 








to me this morning, that first made me think of my | 


soul. Looking up in my face, as I went into his 
room, he said, ‘Oh, my dear father, I thought be- 
fore this to have been in heaven. This made me 
think where my soul would be if I died. Oh, why 


should God remove my dear little son who is so in- , 


nocent, and suffer such a depraved wretch as myself 
tolive.’ As he said this, he again burst into tears, 
and he was greatly agitated. JI told him that he 
was a great sinner—that he had broken God’s holy 


| thing. 


see the man and his family, as soon as dinner was 
over. I went and found the dear little boy lying 
upon the bed, with his face turned towards the 
wall, His father and mother, and other of his 
friends, sat weeping around his bed. His mother 
told him that some one had come to talk with him, 
and asked him if he wished to be talked to. He 
said he did, and she turned him over on the bed, 
so that his face was now towards me. I asked him 
if he loved the Lord Jesus? ‘‘ Yes, oh yes,” 
was his reply. ‘Are you willing to die?” 
“Oh, yes if it is God's will, 1 am willing.” —After 
some further conversation with him about Christ, 
from which I found that he was indeed a child of 
God, all in the room remained silent. Oh, how 
near did eternity then seem to me, as I gazed upon 
that little child who was so soon to leave the world. 
I felt as though it was indeed a solemn thing to die, 
and began to inquire of myself whether I was pre- 
pared for so awful a change. How little did the 
vanities and sinful pleasures of this world, seem to 
me then, when death was so nigh at hand. Pre- 
sently, the father came up to me, and with a look 
of anguish, asked me to pray. I knelt down, and 
with feelings about as solemn as though I stood be- 
fore the bar of God, prayed to our Father in heaven, 
that he would have mercy upon this afflicted family, 
and sanctify this affliction to the good of their souls. 

I visited the family several times after this, the ~ 
father still remaining in the same state of mind. 
At last the child died, and the morning after his 
death, I again went to see the family. His little 
body was laid out upon a table, and his counte- 
nance looked as calm and happy as though he had 
just falien into a short sleep. He had indeed fallen 
asleep in Jesus. Isat down by the side of his 
pious mother, and listened, with the deepest atten- 
tion, while she told me the following facts respect- 
ing him. 

Little Asa, who at the time of his death was only 
11 years old, had been a member of the Sabbath 
School forssome time. While he remained in the 
school, he was never known to do’or say a wicked 
All the scholars loved him, for he was so 
ready to do any thing to oblige them. And his 
teachers—they loved him for his docility, and his 
ready and cheerful attention to all they said touhith. 
One day he came home from Sabbath School and» 
church, and told his motherthat she did not know 
how strange the sermon he had heard that morning 
made him feel. She asked him how it made him 
feel. ‘* Oh,” said he, ‘ it made me feel so bad.” 
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On the afternoon of the same day he appeared very 
desirous to attend church, and went before the 
congregation had assembled. From that day he 
appeared to beachanged boy. He had nowa love 
and a holy fear for God, which he never had before, 
and loved to be often engaged in reading his Bible, 
and in praying. A few days before he was taken 
sick, he wrote with a piece of chalk upon the door 
at the end of the large dining hall, (for his father | 
kept a sailor's boarding house in B——,) the word 

Deart#, four times. The sailors coming in and 

seeing this, were troubled, and asked who wrote 

that word upon the door.—His mother told them | 
that Asa wrote it. He was in the room at the time} 
these remarks were made, and rose from his seat| 
and rubbed out a!l the words but one. That one 

word, Dear, he suffered to remain. 

The next night he was taken ill very suddenly, 
and was considered quite dangerous throughout the 
night. In the, morning his mother said to him, 
“ My son, did you know that you were very sick 
last night ?”’ =‘ Oh, ves, mother,” said he, * I was 
very sick.” ‘ Suppose,” continued she, ‘ you had 
died?” “ Ithink,” was his reply, “ I should have 
been willing to have died if it was God’s will.” “It 

#is a great thing to die.” “ ¥es, mother, I know it 
is a great thing to die.” 

Some time before his death, he had posted in one 
of his books, some lines which seemed to be expres- 
sive of his feelings. They were all effaced except 
the two, following : 

Burdened with sin thus far b came, 
And no relief could find. 

Many of these facts were related bythe minister 
in the sermon which he preached in the church 
over his dead body. ‘The word which he chose for 
his text, was that word Dearu, which'the little boy 
had a few days ago, written upon the doors of the 
dining hall. It was a solemn sermon, and we have 
reason to believe, that, besides strengthening 
Christians, it was the cause of turning more than 
ene sinner from the error of his ways. 

The Sabbath School children accompanied the 
body of their little friend and brother, about two 
miles from the town. He was carried farther, and 
there committed to the cold and silent tomb, where 
his body shall rest until the last trump shall call 
* the corruptible to put on incorruption, the mortal 
to put on immortality.” 

left the town with my feelings unusually touch- 
‘ed. I.felt as though God had given me another 
solemn call to prepare to meet him.” I felt the 
importance of Sabbath School instruction—and I 
also felt for the soul of the father of this dear little 
child. When I left, he was still in his sins, with- 
out hope; but on my return to the place, some 
weeks after, he was rejoicing in the Lord. The 
sailors in his boarding house were very anruly, and 
were in the habit of often quarreling and fighting 
with each other. Before he loved the Lord, he 
used to separate them with anger and abusive 
werds ; but now he would go up to them, and en- 
treat them not to quarrel with one another. God 
may make him the means of bringing downa great 
blessing upon their souls. 

Such was the interesting narrative my friend 
Mr. B——, told me; and [ thought, my dear child- 
ren, that I would write it down for your instruction. 
Has any little boy or girl read over this history of 
little Asa?—let me ask him or her to think upon 
that word, Dearn. My young friend, do you know 
what it isto die?—what it is to leave your dear 
father and mother, and all your dear friends, and 
Jay yourself down in the cold ground ?—Ah, think 
that you must not only leave these tear friends, but 
that you must meet your God. Do you love and 





serve him? Have you had a new heart ?—then | 


like little Asa you will go up to heaven and rest in 
the bosom of the same Jesus, who when on earth 
said, “‘ Suffer little children to come unto me, and 


|history, and then go away to your pleasures and 


| joy this privilege. 


he will send you down to dwell with the devil and 
his afigels. 

My dear young friends, Death is a solemn thing. 
You must all die. Ob, do not read over this little 


your sins, without resolving to give your souls to 
Christ. Hear the words of one who wishes you 
well. Hear the words of God calling you to pre- 
pare to meet him. Go to your dear Saviour, and 
tell him what a sinner you are. Tell him how 
wicked and hard your heart is. Pray to him to 
give you a new heart; and then you will be pre- 
pared to die; then you will think of Death and meet 
it without fear. 


=: 
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¥ From the Youth’s Friend. 
LETTERS FROM THE VALLEY or THE MISSISSIPPI. 
No. VIII. 

My. Dear Son,—My landing at Cincinnati, which 
I gave you an account of in my last letter, brought 
me into the chief city of the west, which is indeed 
a beautiful town. The ground rises from the 
water’s edge, and forms a plane on which the 
houses are built; and about the middle of the town 
is a second rise, and at the back of it the hills are 
seen rising in a third and more elevated height. 
They give to this city a beautiful appearance, as 
the gay colors of the trees and shrubs which cover 
Nese high hills, standing so close to the houses, 
bring into one view the city and the country. 

I do not intend to give youa particular descrip- 
tion of the towns that L visit, but only to write you 
such things as strike my attention in a hasty jour- 
ney along the great waters of the west. Cincinnati 
has every thing about it to make its inhabitants 
happy, which are to be found in the older towns 
on the Atlantic coast. The houses are large and 
handsome, and stores and shops abound in the 
streets of business. 

Like our eastern. cities, also, it has its places of 
dissipation ; and even in this far distant town, is 
the theatre, where the wordly and thoughtless, the 
ungodly, the profane and the impure in all their 
vanities mingle in one great effort to pass away their 
precious time, in diversions where God and Christ 
are unknown, except in blasphemy and scoffing. 
‘This building is used while I am here for the guilty 
purpose of spreading the designs of an infidel fe- 
male, who aims at nothing less than blotting out all 
religion from the faceof the earth. From such an 
unholydnfluence, may the Lord in his tender mercy, 
preserve our country. 

The followers of the Lord Jesus Christ have their 
places of meeting in Cincinnati, as well as the 
people of the world. There are many churches 
here, and the number of them is increasing, by the 
addition of several beautiful buildings which are 
neasly finished. ‘To these temples of the living 
God will the people of this city look as to fountains 
from which flow springs of knowledge to enlighten 
and improve mankind. 1am glad to tell you, that 
Sunday Schools are not neglected here, but that 
great exertions are made by the friends of our bles- 
sed Saviour, to extend the gospel among the young, 
and to teach the art of reading to the ignorant. It 
is avery common thing im this part of the country 
to find boys and girls, quite large who cannot read 
aword. ‘This is a great misfortune, andevery one 
who can read his Bible should be thankful to God 
for this blessing. Those who can read have little 
idea how great a calamity it is to be unable to en- 
For those who are so ignorant 
are not only shut out from a thousand sources of 
pleasure, and the means of knowing and pursuing 
their own interests, but they must take all their 
ideas about God and the salvation of their souls 
from what they hear other people say. And those 
who undertake to teach others, say so many differ- 








forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of 


heaven.” Are you an enemy of God? Do you| wonderful that in countries where they cannot read 
refuse to love him and serve him—neglect to pray | the Bible, the people are so foolish, and have such 
to him, or when you do say your prayers, hurry | strange notions about God and the manner of serv- 
them over, and think nothing of him? Then you|ing him. God, in his great mercy, has had his will 
will have to meet him and be judged by him, and written for our instruction. ‘To that source of light 





ent things about these great subjects, it is not 





all may go, and learn from God himself what he is, 
and what is our duty to him. And his written 
word is not given alone to us, but with it, the 
promise of the Holy Spirit to teach us true wisdom, 
and to guide us in thepath of truth. The great 
design of the Sunday. School is to bring this great 
plan of mercy into use. But I must close my letter 
and write to you again shortly, You. can read 
your Bible, and do not neglect the privilege, but 
daily seek wisdom ‘from God, and ask the aid of 
his spirit to guide you. Your affectionate father. 








THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 








From the Sabbath School Instructer. 
MY TEACHER.—No. 6.. 

O, what a peaceable mam my teacher was! How 
he disliked to have me quarrel, or get angry witha 
school-fellow, or playmate: I: will tell you what 
he said, one day, when my temper was not so calm. 
and even as it might have been. ‘“ You’re angry 
with some one,” said he all of a sudden—and L 
blushed toe when he said it—‘‘ I know you are— 
your very looks betray you. Now, dear scholar, I 
cannot rest easy, till you tell me the cause. Who- 
has offended you? Isit!? Js it 7?”—and the tear 
stood in his eye as he spoke. What a dear good 
man—how could he have thought that de had done: 
any thing to make me angry. ‘If it isnot I,” he 
continued, “‘ whoisit?’”’ But I could not refuse— 
I told him all about it—how another little boy and 
myself had quarreled about a few buttons—the hard 
names we called each other; and the many ways 
we tried to show our revenge. When [ told him 
all—he looked sorrowful, very sorrowful, thought. 
a moment, and then said, “* How could you do so. 
—and not only disobey me, but sin against your 
Maker ?—Is this what I had reason to expect the 
last Sabbath, when you promised me faithfully that 
you would try during all the week, to have your 
thoughts placed on God, and would endeavor to live 
peaceable with all your mates? Well may I have 
cause to be discouraged—but I am not—for I hope 
thisday will not close, before you see your playmate, 
and settle all your difficulty with him.” He said 
no more to me then about this subject—but just 
before the close of school he said, ‘* I want you to 
call at my house after meeting in the afternoon.” 
I promised him I would. ‘Till evening came I 
was very uneasy all that day. And when meeting 
was done, I went directly to my teacher's. On 
entering his house, whom should I meet but my 
little enemy—the one with whom I had quarreled 
the day before about the buttons. I started back 
when [ saw him; I did not want to goin. Buta 
look and a word from my teacher, calmed all my 
agitation, and I seated myself beside my teacher. 
The first thing he did, was to read a chapter from 
the Bible. One passage he read I shall never for~ 
get—Love your enemies. O, how bad I felt all the 
time till my teacher seated himself before us, and 
talked so earnestly and feelingly, that neither of us 
could help crying. Our angry feelings could not 
be retained—we embraced each other. After my 
teacher had prayed with us, we returned home, 
feeling much happier than we had felt for a long 
time before—and from that day to thisa hard word 
has not passed between us. So much for having a 
good, and kind, and faithful, and peaceable teacher. 








BENEVOLENCE. 








LOST CHILD RESTORED, 

An event which occurred near Briancon will 
give some idea of the incidents which emblazon 
mountain and field sports in the regions of the Alps. 

A peasant, with his wife and three children, had 
taken up his summer quarters in a chalet, and was 
depasturing his Hocks on one of the rich Alps 
which overhang the durance. The oldest boy was 
an idiot, about eight years of age, the second was 
five years old, and dumb, and the youngest was an 
infant. It so happened that the infant was left one 
morning in the charge of his brothers, and the three 
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had rambled to some distance from the chalet be- 
fore they were missed. When the mother went in 
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search of the little wanderers, she found the two 
elder, but could discover no traces of the baby. 
‘The idiot boy seemed to be in a transport of joy, 
while the dumb child displayed every symptom of 
alarm and terror. In vain did the terrified parent 
endeavor to collect what had become of the lost 
infant. ‘I'he antics of the one and the fright of the 
other explained nothing. The dumb boy was al- 
most bereft of his senses, while the idiot appeared 
to have acquired an unusual degree of mirth and 
expression. He danced about, laughed, and made 
gesticulations, as if he were imitating the action of 
one who had caught up something of which he was 
fond, and hugged it to his heart. ‘This, however, 
was of some slight comfort to the poor woman, for 
she imagined that some acquaintance had fallen in 
with the children, and had taken,away the infant. 
But the day and night wore away, and no tidings 
ofthe lost child. On the morrow, when the parents 
were pursuing their search, an eagle flew over their 
heads, at the sight of which the idiot renewed his 
antics, and the dumb boy clung to his father, with 
the shrieks of anguish and affright. The horrible 
truth then burst upon their minds, that the misera- 
ble infant had been carried off in the talons of a 
bird of prey; and the half witted elder brother was 
delighted at his riddance of an object of whom he 
was jealous. 

Onthe morning on which the accident happened, 
an Alpine yager had been watching near an eagie’s 
nest, under the hope of shooting the bird upon her 
return to her prey. After waiting in all the anxious 
perseverance of a true sportsman, he beheld the 
monster slowly winging her way towards the rock, 
behind which he wasconcealed. Imagine his horror, 
when upon her nearer approach, he heard the cries, 
and distinguished the figure of an infant in her fatal 
grasp. In an instant his resolution was formed— 
to fire at the bird, at all hazards, the moment she 
should alight upon her nest, and rather to kill the 
child, than leave it to be torn to pieces by the hor- 
rid devourer. With a silent prayer and steady aim, 
the mountaineer poised his rifle. The ball went 
directly through the head or heart of the eagle, and 
in a minute afterwards, this gallant hunter of the 
Alps had the unutterable delight of snatching the 
child from the nest, and bearing it away in triumph. 
It was dreadfully wounded in one of its arms and 
sides, but not mortally; and within twenty four 
hours after it was first missed, he had the satisfac- 
tion of restoring it to its mother’s arms. 

Gilly’s Waldensian Researches. 
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OBITUARY. 


Ido. And if he was willing to suffer so much, I, 
will not complain for the little affliction I feel.” 

One evening her pains were greater than usual ; | 
and after her father had finished family prayer she | 
asked him to pray again, and to beg of the Lord 
that he would take her away to heaven. This she 
did, not because she was unwilling to stay here and 
suffer, if God thought best; but because she was 
anxious to be with him, and be happy for ever. 

Soon after, she thought she was dying, and said, 
‘Good bye to you all.” And it seemed as if her 
breath was gone. They all thought that she was 
dead; and a neighbor who had come to see her, 
looked at her and said, ‘“‘ I would not have missed 
this sight for the world.” It is so pleasant to see 
a dying child happy, and soready to die. But she 
was not quite dead. She heard what he said ; and 
when she recovered a little, she spoke with a joyful 
tone and said, ‘* Your sight is nothing to mine.” 

She afterwards chose from among her school- 
mates those whom she wished to be bearers, and to 
sing at her funeral. She did this in a very calm 
manner, and showed by her actions that she was 
not afraid todie. After duing this, and telling how 
she hoped the other girls would learn from her 
death and burial, that young people might die as 
well as those who were old, and that they would 
pray to God to prepare them to follow her, she 
breathed her Jast ; and we hope her spirit went to 
heaven, and will live there with God for ever and 
ever. This happened on Wednesday, November 
5th, 18233, 

And now, my dear little readers, do you know 
why I have been telling you about Elizabeth Toft? 
I will tell you why. One thing was, I am always 
glad to speak about good children. But the great- 
est reason [-had in telling you about her was to 
show you that little girls can be good, and can love 
God just as well as old persons; and that when 
they do love God they are happy whether they are 
well or sick. And I want to let you know that if 
we are good we shall not be afraid to die; because 
we shall believe when we die we shall go to heaven, 
and be happier there than we can be here. And 
now I must tell you, that as you have read that 
young persons can be good, you will do very wrong 
if you do not try to be so too. 1 hope you will ; 
and [ hope you will try to be as good as Elizabeth 
Toft was. Begin now to love the Lord, and to 
serve him with all your heart. Repent of all your 
sins, and believe in the Lord Jesus, and you shall 
be saved. Let not idle play or bad company, or 
any wicked thing keep your soul out of heaven. 

: 8. S. Journal. 





ELIZABETH TOFT. 

Elizabeth Toft was the youngest in the family, 
and, therefore, as it might be expected, her parents 
were very sorry to part with her, One time, when 
they were talking about dying, her mother said to 
her, “‘ Betsey, when you get te heaven, you must 
intercede for me.” But she said, ‘* Mother, I can 
do wothing at all for you there. If you wish te go 
to heaven, you must pray for yourself.” Elizabeth 
did not mean by this answer that she was not wil- 
ling to pray for her mother while she was alive, 
and [ presume she often did pray for her, and was 
very anxious, as all good children are that her pa- 
rents should be happy after death; but she had 
been to the Sunday School enough to know that no 
one could be happy in heaven unless he loved God 





NATURAL HISTORY. 





A GRATEFUL COW. 


On Thursday last, R. Williams, Esq. residing at 
Wolvercote, in the neighborhood of Oxford, order- 
ed his bailiff to go into a certain field to drive out 
some cattle. On the man’s entermg the field, a 
cow ran at him furiously, which so alarmed him 
thathe fled. The cow then stopped and bellowed 
in a loud and most distressing manner, as if anxious 
to gain his attention. On the man taking particu- 
lar notice of her, she went to a ditch, where she 
both looked and bellowed so piteously, that he was 
induced to follow her, and when he arrived there 
he observed her calf on its back, almost lifeless 
from its ineffectual struggles to recover a standing 





more than he loved any thing else ; and she knew 
that each person must love God for himself; and 
she knew, also, that it is foolish to depend upon 
any one to intercede with God for us, excepting the 
Lord Jesus Christ; and that if we are saved, it is 
through Christ alone. 

Some time before her death she became so weak 
that she could not say much. But when she could 
speak she would talk about Christ, and say ‘ I have 
a great many pains, but my dear Saviour suffered 
much more. And he suffered for me too, because 
lam so greatasinner. Only to think, that he left 
heaven and came down here, and was nailed to the 
cross, and hung bleeding there, so that I might be 
happy. O, I wish that I could love him more than 


position. He relieved the poor animal just in time 
jto save its life, on which the grateful mother 
| jumped and fondled round him with all the play- 
| ful and expressive affection of a dog, frequently 
| licking his hand, and on all occasions since she 
| has taken particular notice of the preserver of her 
| offspring. . Cheltenham Chronicle. 

| ITE 

A POLITE DOG. 

A lady walking over Lansdown Heath, near Bath, 
| was overtaken by a large dog, (which had left two 
;men who were travelling on the same read with a 
horse and cart,) and followed by the animal for 


face, and then pointing with his nose, behind. Fail- 
ing in his purpose, he next placed himself so com- 
pletely in front of the object of his solicitude as to 
prevent her proceeding any further, still looking in 
her face.—-The lady became rather alarmed: but 
judging from the manner of the dog, who did not 
appear vicious, that there was something about her 
which engaged his attention, she examined her 
dress, and found her lace shawl was gone. The 
dog perceiving he was at length understood, im- 
mediately turned back ; the lady followed him, and 
he conducted her to the spot where the shaw! lay. 














MORALITY. 








From the Sabbath School Journal. 
PATIENCE, 
I have seen children who were obstinate and 
fretful, whenever they were denied any trifle, for 
which they might happen to wish. When they 
were sick, they would not reflect that it was the will 
of God, but made themselves and their friends un- 
happy, by their wicked impatience and angry be- 
haviour. But a little boy, about the age of twelve, 
whom I had the privilege of visiting, a few evenings 
since, taught me a lesson which I hope I shall 
not soon forget. This little boy had been confined 
to the house, deprived of all his plays, for more than 
two years. Instead of fretting and being impatient 
as the little children I spoke of do, about trifles, 
he had always been patient and resigned. He had 
enjoyed much leisure, to think about the instruc- 
tions he had received at the Sabbath School, and 
to read the good books which his kind teacher and 
others had lent him. I asked him, if he did not 
sometimes, when he looked out and saw little boys 
of his own age, enjoying themselves at their play, 
wish that he was well enough to join them? ‘‘ No,” 
said he, ‘1 feel very well contented to be here—I 
think if I had been permitted to go out like other 
boys, I might have been a careless, wicked: child, 
But now I have a great deal of leisure to read the 
good Book, and other interesting books, and be- 
sides [ know it is the will of God, and what he 
does must be right.” I thenasked him if he should 
get well, and go about like other boys, how he 
thought he should live—what he would like to do? 
He answered, if he should get well and grow up, 
he should like to be a minister—that he knew he 
had no learning, but God would provide for him, if 
it were his will that he should be employed in his 
service, and that he could teach him by his Holy 
Spirit. Iasked him again, if he would be willin, 
to give up his hope in Christ, if he could get wel 
by doing so, and have a great many enjoyments, 
and live a great while? ‘‘ No,” said he, after 
thinking a minute, “I never would give up my 
hope in Christ, while I have my senses. I should 
not wish for any blessing without I could thank 
God for it sincerely—and besides, what should I 
gain, for I must die, and then what good would all 
the pleasures of this world do me?’ Here was a 
lesson from a child, which put me to the blush. 
Here was a lesson which should be engraved on 
the heart of every child who reads it. Are you 
children, disposed to be angry and impatient, when 
some trifling thing vexes you—remember this little 
boy—so patient—so amiable. Are you impatient, 
when sick and deprived of your usual pleasures, 
remember this little boy—suffering pain and dis- 
tress, for two long years, and yet willing to suffer 
all God’s will. Jesus Christ when on earth, en- 
dured many, sorrows, and never was impatient— 
and he now smiles on those who posses his spirit. 
O, think of his love—think of ll he endured for 
you, and pray to your heavenly Father to change 
your hearts into his likeness, and then you will be 
kind, affectionate and happy in this world, and 
when death removes you hence, you will go to be 
forever with the Lord. A. G. 


or 
Lying.—A habit of lying in small things leads 
on to a habit of lying in great; and then a man is 
wholly detestable.—Since custom is the powerful 





some distance: the creature endeavoring to make 
her sensible of something by looking her in the 


ea 


| Magistrate of man’s life, let man, by all means, en- 
‘deavor to obtain good customs. 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION. 








RELIGION. 





they love to make mock at sacred things and are 
lifted up with pride and arrogance by the laughter, 





THE SICK BROTHER, 

1 was pleased with the manner and expression 
of a little girl, the other morning, as she said, 
William spoke to me to-day!” Her brother had 
been sick—dangerously sick. For many days he 
was deprived of his senses, and but little hope of 
his recovery was indulged.—But when signs of 
returning health were seen, how greatly rejoiced 
was his little sister! She expressed her joy in 
her countenance, as well as when she said— 
“ William spoke to me this morning!” I could 
not but notice this little incident, seeing so much 
anxiety for a brother manifested in a child so 
young. 

My dear children, you can think how this little 
girl felt, and know how you would feel if a broth- 
er, a sister, a parent, or a playmate, were danger- 
ously sick, without any hope of their ever getting 
better. And would you not be glad, if you should 
hear the voice once more, that had long been si- 
Jent? Indeed you would.—Well, what | am go- 
ing to tell you is, that you have many near and dear 
friends—friends whom you love as tenderly as 
this little girl loved her brother, who are in a 
worse situation than though they were dangerously 
sick. “How can this be?” do you ask. They 
are enetnies to God—are sinners; and if they die 
in their present condition will be sent away to be 
punished with the wicked. For your Bible, which 
is the word of God, says—“ the soul that sinneth 
it shall die,” and, “the wrath of God abideth on 
them [the wicked] forever.” Now do you not,feel 
very anxious to have all your friends healed of the 
disease of sin, and saved from this death beyond 
the grave? Will you not make all the exertion 
in your power to bring them to the Lamb of God, 
who will take away all their sin? Can you not 
tell them plainly, and in Jove, that they are sin- 
ners? How much better it would be if all your 
friends were on the bed of death, with a good 
hope in Christ, than to have them live in sin all 
their days, and in rebellion against their Maker, 
and every moment exposed to that death which 
will never end. Young friends, I will again ask, 
do you not feel for them ?—do you not wish to 
see them brought into the fold of Christ? Then, 
kindly speak to them of a Saviour’s love, and if 
they forsake their sins, and become good children, 
it will make your hearts more glad than it did 
this little girl’s when she heard the kind voiee of 
her sick brother.—Sabbath School Instructer 
ats mes ans 











MISCELLANY. 








A YOUNG EXPOSITOR. 

A teacher one day, while speaking to the little 
children on the life of Moses, said, “ And Moses 
went up into a high mountain, to the top of Pis- 
gab s and when there, the Lord showed him the 
and of Canaan, which he had promised to give 
to Abraham and hisseed. And while Moses was 
looking at the land he died.” “ Please, Sir,” said 
a little boy, “did Moses go to heaven when he 
died?” “I must think,” said the teacher, “ for I 
don’t remember its being said in the Bible, that 
Moses went to heaven ; but I hope he did; for he 
loved God, he prayed to God, and he was a ser- 
vant of God; but I don’t think it says in the Bi- 
ble that Moses went to heaven.” “ O yes it does,” 
replied another little fellow. “I don’t remember 
the passage,” answered the teacher, “ so you must 
tell me where it is found.” “ Why, don’t you re- 
member, sir,” said the little boy, that Jesus took 
Peter, and James, and John, up into a high moun- 
tain, and when they were there, his face did shine 
like the san and his raiment was white as snow, 
and there appeared unto him Moses and Elias from 

ven ; and you know, Sir, that Moses could not 
come from heaven unless he had gone to heaven.” 
Thas are our little ones led to think—to compare 
pe ge with os natn feel—and, what is of 
greater importance, to obey the truth.— 

Child's Companion. 4 eta 
For the Youth’s Companion. 
Wit.—*' Be but wicked and the devil will help 
thee.”—This I believe to be a true proverb. Wit 
and wickedness go hand inhand. I know not that 
I ever saw a lawless, unprincipled person—one 
who had no regard for his Maker, the Bible, and 
the Sabbath, but who was esteemed a great wit by 
his cotemporaries in vice. Poor deluded mortals! 








frequently forced, of their unholy companions. But 
wit is far from talent, and deserves no merit ;—all 
idiots can divert sometimes; although to any thing 
solid, sensible, or attractive, they are strangers. 
And I would especially guard my young friends 
from being enticed by the witty expressions of the 
fool in sin. 1 know you are frequently drawn into 
their company by their enticing words and fair 
speeches—but I beseech you as you love happiness 
and virtue and hate sorrow and vice to abandon 
them. And be careful that you habituate not your- 
selves to the same vice. As it is natural to love 
sin and hate holiness—just so natural will it be for 
you to love to be witty rather than tu speak good 
common sense; but depend upon it that none but 
the low and ill-bred will pride themselves in so 
doing. Although they may feign respectability, 
and possess all the politeness possible, depend upon 
it, this is but a garb with which they cover vice 
and pollution. ‘*O do not that abominable thing 
which | hate,” saith the Lord. C. C. 


SS 

Children’s Love.—A very intelligent little girl, 
not four years old, heard her younger sister, who 
was almost an infant, reproved for getting into mis- 
chief; she looked very serious about it, and said 
with great feeling, ‘Oh, mother, don’t punish 
Elizabeth—she is so little ; she does not know any 
better.” On another occasion, when her father 
was pretending to be very severe to her little sister, 
she looked on, thinking he was in earnest, until 
she could contain her feelings no longer, and burst 
into a flood of tears. How sweet it would be, if all 
children possessed the same spirit of love and gen- 
erosity, not only towards their brothers and sisters, 
but also toward their school-fellows and playmates. 


—eae— 

Heaven desirable.—A \itile girl, deaf and dumb, 
between I] and 12 years of age, on receiving a de- 
scription of the biind asylum in London, wrote with 
eagerness, on her slate—‘ I hope God will let them 
see in Heaven.” Another of the same age, lately, 
on being asked why she wished to go to Heaven ? 
immediately answered—* Because in Heaven no 
cross—no cry—friends never die—see God al- 
ways.” cao aa 
Swearing on ship board prevented.—Once when 
I was returning from Ireland, said the venerable 
Rowland Hill, I found myself much annoyed by 
the reprobate conduct of the captain and mate, who 
were both sadly given to the scandalous habit of 
swearing. First the captain swore at the mate: 
then the mate swore at the captain ; then they both 
swore at the wind; when I called to them with a 
strong voice for fair play. ‘‘ Stop! Stop!” said I, 
“if you please, gentlemen, let us have fair play ; 
it’s my turn now.” ‘“ At what is it your turn, 
pray?” enquired the captain. ‘ At swearing,” | 
replied. Well, they waited and waited, till their 
patience was exhausted, and then wanted me to 
make haste and take my turn. I told them, how- 
ever, that I had a right totake my own time, and 
swear atmy ownconvenience. To this the captain 
replied, with a laugh, “ perhaps you don’t mean to 
take your turn?” ‘“ Pardon me, captain, but I do 
as soon as [ can find out the good of doing so.” 
My friends, I did not hear another oath on the 
voyage. solo 

Prudent silence.—When Melancthon met his lit- 
tle girl who had been sent on an errand for her 
mother, and had overstaid her time, he said to her, 
“ what will you say to your mother, child, when she 
chides you for so much delay?” ‘ Iwill say no- 
thing,” replied the child. The father took the 
hint from the meek answer of the child, to say® 
nothing in reply to the calumnies of his enemies, 




















Pride.—There is no vice more insupportable 
}and more universally hated than pride. It isa 
| kind of poison, which corrupts all the good quali- 
eee of a man, and whatever merit he may other- 
wise possess, this single fault is sufficient to render 
him odious and contemptible—so that by pleasing 
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Pride is the first vice that takes possession of a 
man’s heart, because it derives its source from self 
love, and it is the last that remains, whatever efforts 
may be made to expel it. 


—@eLR— 

Religion.—Man, in whatever state he may be 
considered as well as in every period and vicissi. 
tude of life, experiences in religion an efficacious 
antidote against the ills which oppress him, a shield 
that blunts the darts of his enemies, and an asylum 
into which they never enter. In every event of 
fortune it excites in his soul a sublimity of ideas, 
by pointing out to him the just judge, who as an 
atientive spectator of conflicts, is about to reward 
him with his inestimable approbation. Religion 
also in her darkest tempest, appears to man as the 





iris of peace, dissipating the dark and angry storm, 
restores the wished for calm, and brings him to the 
port of safety. 


Books in Heaven.—A good waman was talking 
to her grandchild who had been to a Sabbath 
School but a short time, about heaven and the good 
people there, when the little girl seemed to be ina 
deep thought, and presently said—‘t Grandma, do 
they have books in heaven?’ ‘This child had 
learned to read and love her little books, although 
but four years of age. O, that every child might 
love her books as well. 








POETRY. 








For the Youth’s Companion. 
A HYMN, 


FOR SABBATH SCHOOL CHILDREN. 
To thee great God we raise our song 
Of humble grateful praise, 
To thee our warmest thanks belong 
For grace which crowns our days. 
Thou hast not left our feet to roam 
In heathen darkness drear, 
With no blest light our path to illume ’ 
Nor hope our souls to cheer : 
Nor where instruction’s cheering voice 
Could never teach the way, 
That leads above to heavenly joys 
To realms of endless day. 
No heathen idols darkly frown 
To which we idly bow, 
We worship not the sun or moon 
Who can’t one grace bestow : 
Nor do we fall before the car 
Of Indian Juggernaut, 
For Thou into thy Gospel light 
Our youthful feet hast brought. 
To thee, great God we raise our song 
Of gratitude and praise, 
To thee our warmest thanks belong 
For grace which crowns our days. - 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
“* And He took them up in his arms, put his hands upon 
them, and blessed them.” Mark x, 16. 
The child that soon to leave his father’s heuse, 
His home, the scene of all his youthful hopes, 
His pastimes and his joys, to enter on 
Life’s busy scenes and be an actor there, 
Will linger on the oft-cross’d threshold, ere 
He bids a long adieu to much-loved friends 
And happy home,—that on his head may fall 
A parent’s blessing, and will feel that he 
Can tread the dangerous pathway he must go, 
With firmer step,—resist with bolder front 
Th’ assaults of sin that would allure him from 
The paths of piety and peace. 
Oh! then 
How great was theirs, who in their infancy 
Receiv’d a Saviour’s blessing. One amid 
The varied scenes of active life, from harm 
Omnipotent to save ; from all the darts, 
The fiery darts which Satan throws, to shield, 
And safely from temptation’ fierce assault 
To bear them conquerors off ; and more ! to bring 
Them where temptations ne’er the soul assault, 
Where hope is chang’d to blest fruition, and 
Where peace forever reigns. 
Youthful reader, may 
His blessing be upon thee, and ever may 
Th’ encircling arms of his rich love be ‘round 
Thee, may’st thou share the grace which he alone 
Bestows. And may he guide thy wand’ring steps 
Aid life’s devious ways, and when thy soul 
Is bow’d beneath the weight of grief or care, 
And when the trial of thy faith shall come 
Or on thy virtue fierce assault be made, 
May this support thee, and even stronger than 











himself too much, he displeases every one else. 


The memory of a father’s blessing, be 
Thy stay, and nerve thy soul in virtue’s cause. w. 
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